CHAPTER    IV
PURSUIT
THE whale catcher Nawal lay at the jetty, her mooring
ropes creaking gently and the water from her condensers
making a rushing sound that was unkind to the dark
stillness of the night. Her pumps whined and her fore-
truck moved very gently to and fro among the stars. From
the adjacent whaling station a few lights winked and
occasionally the clatter of iron rods came from the furnace
room. When I went on board with my kit-bag and my
camera, clumping over the steel decks in my sea-boots, the
Nawal was deserted. I clattered up a companion ladder
into the small cabin under the bridge and, dumping my
kit-bag on the deck, lay down on the narrow settee. The
atmosphere was stifling and felt as though the little cabin
had been lived in by dozens of people for weeks and none of
them had ever washed. Against one bulkhead stood an
enormous wireless transmitting and receiving set, a confusion
of bulbs and switches which my mind made no attempt to
encompass. Besides thisa which seemed almost to fill the
cabin, there was a table with some old magazines and a
calendar advertising tooth paste from which a young woman
smiled down dentally at me. Near the wireless apparatus a
door led into another much smaller cabin on the starboard
side where the gunner slept. I looked in and saw that it
contained a bunk, with no bedclothes but several rugs on it,
some heavy coats and an oilskin hanging on hooks, a basin
and mirror and a photograph of the gunner's wife. It did
not as yet contain the gunner himself, since he was " up at
the villa " calling upon the manager.
The pumps whined, the condenser water rushed and
presently I slept.
I was awakened by the gentle heaving of the settee
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